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Mine on bending orchard trees
Apples of Hesperides!
Still as my horizon grew
Larger grew my riches too ;
All the world I saw or knew
Seemed a complex Chinese toy,
Fashioned for a barefoot boy.

" O for festal dainties spread,
Like my bowl of milk and bread,
Pewter spoon and bowl of wood,
On the door-stone gray and rude I
O'er me, like a regal tent,
Cloudy-ribbed the sunset bent,
Purple-curtained, fringed with gold,
Looped in many a wind-swung fold ;
While for music came the play
Of the pied frog's orchestra ;
And to light the noisy choir,
Lit the fly his lamp of fire.
I was monarch : pomp and joy
"Waited on the barefoot boy."

Out of doors the boy took his share of the farm
duties, indeed too great a share, he afterward found,
for his health. Inheriting the tall figure of his prede-
cessors, he did not inherit their full strength; he was
always engaged, like them, in subduing the wilder-
ness; he had to face the cold of winter weather in
what would now be called insufficient clothing; it was
before that period had arrived when, in Miss Catherine
Sedgwick's phrase, the New England Goddess of
Health held out flannel underclothing to everybody.
The barn, as Whittier himself afterward testified, had
no doors: the winter winds whistled through, and snow
drifted on its floors for more than a century. There